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play in a garden where were many delights of roses, of lilies and
other flowers, and of much other solace. There, under a fair
green rose-tree, I plucked a crimson rose and went softly,
gladly, to my lady's hostel Such was my fortune that
I found her there j then besought I that she would accept
this rose par amours. Forthwith she answered, as one un-
willing to receive it, yet in soft and kindly words, " Leave it
where it is; for it is in good hands." Then said I," Nay, lady,
but take it, for thus shall it come into better hands, by my
soul!" Softly then she took it, and smiled a little as she
spoke; and I betook me again to that spot whence \ had
plucked it, seeing that I knew none fairer for solace of sweet
garden-ground.
Again it befell within a brief while after, in an hostel that
stood hard by the home of my lady so sweet and fair, we sat
five or six of a like age, merry of heart and eating of fresh
fruit in solace and in great revel My lady was with us, and
sweet was her mien; yet I dared make no semblant that
would betray us to the rest; forth I went at last, still hoping
for her mercy.
Thus passed my days of youth betwixt Reason and Love.
Reason would that I should suffer; and Love, that I should
offer my heart and show that fair lady how I lived for her, how
I did nought but for her love. " It is good now," said I, " that
I should speak and pray her fair for mercy; willingly (said I)
wilt I speak so soon as I shall find occasion.*' Thereunto
then bent I my mind. One day we set ourselves to dance;
others were there beside us two; and I held her by the finger,
for she was leading me forward. I, then, that followed, holding
her finger, fairly and softly I pressed it in mine; such joy and
delight drew I thence as no tongue may tell 1 Whensoever her
turn came to sing, I was full blithe and ready to sing again;
ah me ! how merry then was 11 At last we set ourselves
down upon a bench; and then I caught fairly at my chance
of speech, and spake out with my tongue: " Certes, fair lady,
your sweet semblaunt, your gentle bearing and your lightness
of limb are cause of all my joy; no longer can I dissemble.
If I had leisure now to speak, and that we two were here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